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For Their Pleasure: A FreeUse Bimbo Magic Story

Author's Note


Nora stepped into the bar, her manicured hand clammy on the grimy doorknob. Cool air brushed past her bare thighs, barely covered by the hot-pink, tight, bodycon minidress she slipped into just barely twenty minutes ago. The bar inside felt swelteringly warm. Heads turned. Men’s eyes lingered and roamed over her body — her naked thighs, her swollen breasts bursting out of the top of her dress, her blond wavy hair tumbling over her shoulders — before locking eyes with her hungrily. Nora felt the desperation of their gazes between her thighs. The pit of her stomach stirred with what she was about to do, with what these men would do to her. She would beg for it if she had to. The urge to be filled and used for pleasure consumed her, her mind flashing with all the ways in which she’d fulfil their filthy desires as she approached the bar.

She’d never felt lust like this before. She’d never even worn a thong out in public before, let alone even considered coming to a place like this, which reeked of men desperate for sex. The jewels around her neck glittered in the dim light, as if anticipating with her. Just this morning, she could have never imagined looking like this, changing men into mere lustful animals. Changing herself too, into a lustful thing, desperate to be used over and over again.

Whatever little was left of her rational brain was urging her to just go home, but the needs of her new, curvy, body were stronger — louder.

And she could do nothing but obey it.

.

8 HOURS AGO.

Nora muttered under her breath, scanning the price tags as she sifted through the t-shirts in the second hand store. She just needed something to replace her at-home wardrobe, whose lifespan had been stretched as far as it could go. Practical was all she needed. T-shirts for her casual wear. Button-up tops and slacks for work. Most of her friends poked fun at her Spartan lifestyle, minimalist in most things — including sleep. She was too wired with work to even approach any state of mind resembling “relaxed”. Lately, she couldn’t even get herself off.

In the corner of the store, something glittered and caught her eye. She approached it, coming across a box of second-hand jewelry. She normally didn’t wear anything glitzy, but out of bored curiosity she fished out a pair of earrings, a bangle bracelet, and —

Her hands stopped cold. It looked like a sapphire necklace, glittering in there among all the cheap artsy trash. Obviously fake. But, she couldn’t help but fish it out anyway. It was a sturdy silver chain, with three encased jewels of deep sapphire blue in the middle. The metal felt strangely warm in her palm, as if radiating heat itself, and the mere touch of it tingled her skin and sending a strange feeling all through her body. Nora gasped, dropping it once more into the box.

“Can I help you, miss?” the store clerk called out. Nora shook her head wordlessly for a moment, whirling around and croaking back her reply.

“N-No, I’m fine,” she squeaked out. She inwardly berated herself for sounding suspicious. She glanced back at the necklace, the burning jewels enticing her once more, and picked it up. As if urged by some other power, she clasped it around her neck, shivering as the metal touched her skin. The centre jewel hung heavy on her chest, just barely touching the top of her breasts (which were barely there anyway). Her pulse quickened as she brushed her hair away from her face and neck, turning to a nearby mirror to see how it looked.

Just Nora. Plain Nora who paled in comparison to the beauty of the necklace. But something about it made her feel strange. Her breasts were starting to ache, and that odd tingle was deeper now, in the pit of her stomach. She had a sudden longing to be grabbed, held by the nape of her neck like her ex used to do while he fucked her. Nora remembered this one particular night; he had flipped her over, yanked her panties down, and fucked her without a word, as if using nothing more than a sex doll. She had never cum like that before —

“Are you okay there, miss?”

Nora startled out of her trance, realising with a hot flush that she had been staring vacantly into a mirror in a charity shop, her panties damp. She grabbed the necklace off her neck and fumbled to the counter, muttering apologies only to trip over the leg of a clothing stand. She squeaked and flailed forward, landing on her stomach. The store clerk hurried over to give her a helping hand, and it wasn’t until his gaze lingered a little too long on her chest that she realised her shirt had dishevelled enough to leave one of her breasts hanging out.

“Oh! I’m so sorry!” Nora giggled, the sound jarringly foreign to her. “I-I’m such a klutz sometimes…”

She got up and hurriedly adjusted her shirt — but why was that tingle still between her legs? Why did she end up flirting with the store clerk at the counter? Why, rather than feeling disinterested, was she stupidly flattered to get his number? He even complimented the way her neck looked when she put the necklace back on… and somehow his leery grin didn’t bother her at all.

On the way home, something felt seriously off. She couldn’t stop thinking about memories of her exes — memories, specifically, about the way they fucked her, or they way she’d wished they’d fucked her. Her pussy felt weirdly twitchy, and she couldn’t stop looking down at her breasts. Were they bigger, somehow? They normally barely filled a B cup, but as she walked, she was sure there was more of a bounce to them, the top of her breasts spilling over the cups.

Was she going crazy? Her breaths felt shallow and feverish. She ducked into an alleyway, hiding behind a dumpster to yank her bra off and throw it to the ground. The relief was unparallelled to any other time she’d taken her bra off; her breasts felt so swollen and sore that only cupping them with her hands and massaging them eased the discomfort a little. Nora sighed heavily, her eyelids flickering as she tilted her head back. Her nipples were rock hard, and just the idea of doing this in broad daylight — as much as she didn’t want to, as much as she only did this out of necessity — was starting to make her horny.

One of her hands trailed down towards her pussy, entertaining the idea of masturbating right here and now. She felt almost drunk with horniness, her rational brain completely overridden by the needy throbbing of her pussy. She pressed down lightly, rubbing through her jeans and holding back a moan. Maybe she could finish herself off quickly. Just two minutes, and she could continue on her way home.

It’s not like anyone is going to see her, right?

She unzipped her jeans, diving her hand into her underwear and rubbing her already swollen, wet clit. She’s never been this horny before even starting to masturbate. But Nora wanted to do more, she wanted something — someone — inside her, now.

The sound of clinking glass and trash startled her. She jumped, immediately yanking her hand away and zipping up her jeans. Someone in her peripheral laughed. She glanced to the side, finding a man standing there. Had he been watching the entire time? Her face blazed with embarassment. She motioned to leave, only for the man to grab her by the wrist.

“Hey, it’s okay,” he chuckled, eyeing her up and down. He was middle-aged, stocky. He looked rough around the edges, but the fullness of his pockets told Nora that he was maybe some sort of dealer, though she wouldn’t know. Either way, her gut reaction was not to trust this guy, yet —

(Fuck, he’s got a huge bulge.)

“Unzip your pants,” Nora blurted out. What was she doing? Words were tumbling out of her mouth without filter, without thought, all she knew was that she needed a cock inside her somehow. The guy stood there with his mouth agape. Probably the last thing he’d expected her to say. Nora burst into laughter — that foreign, giggly laughter. She felt herself start to not care anymore. “Come on. I bet it’s like, huge.”

(Since when did I start talking like that?)

The guy had his pants down before she even needed to think of anything more to say. Nora was right; it was huge, and leaking with pre-cum before she even had a chance to get it in her mouth. She got down on her knees, massaging the shaft and feeling her mouth water at the sight of it. She’d never done this with a stranger before, but as she licked and lapped at the head and tasted it on her tongue she wished she’d done this sooner. She moaned with euphoric relief as she coaxed the rest of it into her mouth, massaging its underside with her tongue, swallowing and taking it further in until it hit the back of her throat. The guy had his hands threaded through her hair, using it as a rein to fuck her throat as he pleased. Nora hummed, moans trapped in her all-too-full mouth, as she unzipped her jeans and rubbed her clit. She felt like a fucktoy, a public service for any bystander to use, and the idea of men lining up behind her for more set her pussy clenching hard.

She shoved two fingers up into her pussy and thrusted in time with the cock fucking her mouth. Nora came with a hard shudder, her eyes shutting involuntarily as she fingered herself more vigorously, hoping deliriously that some other man would wander by and decided to take her by behind.

“Fuck,” the guy hissed under his breath, clutching her face for several rough, final thrusts. The cock in her mouth spurted down her throat, trickling around her mouth as he slowly pulled out. She panted to catch her breath, glancing down at her come-stained shirt and perky, swollen tits and feeling barely able to recognise the slut she’d become. The guy released his grip on her hair, leaving her to fall limp onto the ground.

He was gone before she could get up and dress herself. The cum stain on her shirt was painfully obvious, and would not rub away. She would just have to walk home like this. She somehow felt a sense of dirty euphoria about walking home looking like a cum dumpster.

(What is wrong with me? What’s happening?)

She didn’t have time to think too much about it. She just wanted to go home and rest.

.

Nora shut the apartment door behind her with a slam, hearing only her panting breaths. Her pulse was fluttering in her veins. Her breasts were heaving visibly in her peripheral vision, and felt noticeably heavier.

(Since when did they get so HUGE?)

She felt dizzy, like a blinding hot horny fever had overtaken her. Her forehead was dotted with sweat. She stripped off most of her clothes, down to a fresh t-shirt and panties, and strode into the bathroom to dunk her face in cold water.

What was coming over her? All she could think about was that guy’s huge cock, and what she’d give to feel it filling up her pussy, too —

“Nora, stop,” she muttered, cradling her cold, wet face, her fingers trembling. “Calm the fuck down. It happens. Sometimes, you suck off a random guy in an alleyway for no particular reason. And it never happens again. It’s fine.”

She exhaled shakily, trying to parse out her feelings. She should be feeling ashamed, or disgusted, or dirty. But somehow, she felt none of that. Just shock, and…

Nora glanced up at her reflection in the mirror. She could barely recognise herself.

Her hair cascaded down her shoulders in golden tumbling curls, framing her enormous breasts with perky nipples poking through the thin t-shirt fabric. Her lips were pink, thick, and pouty, and her waist had a perfect cinch. She turned around and ogled at her ass, which was round and big and barely contained by her panties. She looked like a Barbie doll on hormones. She was almost beginning to feel like one, too, thinking of nothing but how to please the nearest cock and fill herself up with as much warm cum as possible.

And then she realised what this feeling was, trembling through her veins and making her entire body shake.

It was euphoria.

She’d never felt this good, or free, or alive. She’d never even cum like that before, or had a guy at her mercy by her mere touch. For the first time in her life, Nora felt like she was gold itself, and couldn’t wait to feel more men’s greedy hands on her.

“Oh god, what am I thinking,” she muttered again, pacing around in the bathroom. This wasn’t normal. And it all started the second she’d put this necklace on — though that was surely just paranoid garbage. A necklace couldn’t do that to you, right? And it glittered so prettily on her neck…

She traced her lips in the mirror, feeling an urge to paint her face and dress up. Some lip gloss would be nice, wouldn’t it? Some lip gloss, and a nice, thick, warm cock to fill her pretty mouth —

“Fuck!”

Nora shook herself from her daze. She decided that this new body changed nothing. She was still an accountant, with work and commitments to attend to. She put on some sweatpants, attempted to ignore the way they hugged her ass, and sat down at her desk to finish off some work for Monday. She tried not to think about how her pussy was excited to even feel the hardness of the chair she was sitting on, how looking down to write notes forced her to confront her heavy and full breasts, how she had to read words and numbers over and over again, their meanings slipping away from her easily.

Nora couldn’t stop thinking about that alleyway — the way she was sat back on her heels, eagerly taking in that man’s cock and ready to be used in any way he pleased. Her eyes glazed over the work in front of her. None of it seemed to make sense to her, or was she just bored? The more she tried to use that brain of hers, the more she came up with empty, air-headed thoughts. She wanted to do her makeup. She wanted to dress herself up in pink, and bend over to pick up deliberately dropped pencils, and giggle vapidly at some guy’s joke just so he’d find her easy and fucked her.

Her pussy clenched, her fingers constantly itching to reach down and play with herself. What if after she’d swallowed that alleyway man’s cum, she’d bent over instead, and presented her pussy to him? He could have easily taken her then and there, stuffing his massive cock into her and coating her thighs in splashes of cum, and she would thank him afterwards like the horny slut she was.

Nora whined, resting her head against the desk. She needed cock now, she needed to be fucked, she needed…

Her fingers were already hooked into her panties, rubbing over her wet clit and thrusting into her pussy as she pictured herself half-undressed in that alleyway, waiting for other passers-by to make use of her. Nora couldn’t stop thinking about it, and how desperately she wanted to have her every hole made use of.

She spent the better part of the afternoon like this — dumbly drooling over imagined cock, attempting to get some work done only for it to fly over her head and send her into another daydream of being publicly used. She took several “breaks” to masturbate, hoping it would alleviate her horniness and help her concentrate more. But all it did was tease her, leaving her pussy soaking wet and throbbing for more.

The sky outside was dark now. Hazily, with her legs splayed in an armchair and still lazily fingering herself, Nora thought about going to the bar down the road — the sleazy one, where women usually got groped. Nora fancied that she would take it for them, or at least that’s what she told herself.

.

Nora had found a sleek bubble-gum pink dress in the back of her closet — it was stretchy and fitted over her new curves perfectly. No bra, but a matching thong underneath instead. And of course, her white stiletto heels. These were the sort of things Nora had always wished she could wear, but now that she had the body to match it, there was nothing stopping her. It was chilly out, but she didn’t bring a jacket. She wanted to think she’d just forgotten it (she’d been so forgetful the past few hours), but walking into that bar with her nipples poking through her dress earned a kind of attention that went straight to her needy pussy.

She walked up to the bar, tingling with every dirty glance ogling her figure but pretending not to notice. She spotted a man up at the bar. He had thick, broad shoulders clad in a patchy jacket, and a tall glass of beer in his calloused hands. She bumped into him, her breasts flush against him for a moment, and his drink spilled everywhere — including her dress.

Nora gasped from the cold drink now dripping down her cleavage. “Oops!” she giggled.

“The fuck is wrong with —” The initial glare the man gave her was poisonous, but as soon as his eyes flickered down to her tits, he smiled.

“I’m so sorry,” Nora said breathily, touching the man’s arm. “I’m like, such a klutz sometimes. I’ll buy you a new one!”

“That’s not a problem,” the man replied, not once taking his eyes off her breasts. She could practically see him undressing her in his mind. “Let me get you a drink.”

“Oh, no, I’d feel bad! I have to like, repay you somehow,” Nora said, unable to stop the vapid giggle that leaves her lips. Her face was burning, and she knew the entire bar’s eyes were on her and her soaked dress. “A-Actually… I should go dry myself off first.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Would you mind helping me?”

The man’s expression changed, subtly, and it was the exact hungry look she’d been hoping for. Her dress wasn’t the only thing that was soaked.

She clumsily grabbed his hand, pretending not to understand or realise the suggestiveness of anything she was doing, and led him into the bathroom. Before she could even get inside a stall to strip off her dress, the man grabbed her by the waist.

“You should rinse it off first. In the sink.”

Nora only giggled and nodded, pussy throbbing at what she anticipated he’d do next. She bent over the sink at the waist, knowing how her ass would look, how her cleavage would spill out of the top of the dress and reflect in the mirror. She turned on the sink and let the faucet soak the front of her dress, eyeing the man in the reflection of the mirror. He came up behind her, pressing his hips against her ass and grinding. Nora gasped, giggling as if he was playing some sort of game.

“You like that, don’t you?” the man grunted. He yanked the dress over her ass, revealing her hot pink lace thong. He palmed her ass cheeks and grinded the roughness of his jeans against her pussy. “Fuck me…”

Nora moaned softly, her mouth agape. She knew her pussy was so soaked it was probably leaking through his jeans. She knew he could probably feel it, and realised that she was a cock-hungry bimbo slut — as if he hadn’t noticed that, already.

“Please,” she whined, “put it in already… I don’t care if anyone is watching. I need it, like, now.”

The man cursed under his breath again, yanking her thong down to her knees. He left her bare-assed an exposed for a few moments, the sound of his belt unbuckling and jeans unzipping echoing against the bathroom walls and sending a shiver through Nora’s body. She squeaked when she felt the sudden press of his cock against her pussy, rubbing across her lips and easing itself in. Her eyelids flickered as she felt his cock bury itself deep into her pussy, stretching her with its thickness.

A high-pitched moan slipped out of her lips. “Fuck, that feels so good…”

He pulled out just as slowly, only to thrust back in sharply to cause her to gasp in surprise. She felt like she was being plowed by a truck, his thick cock stretching her out over and over again with each thrust, so roughly that she had to grab onto the sink just to keep her head from banging against the mirror. He grabbed hold of her long, blonde hair with one hand and clutched her hips with the other to keep her in place as he pounded rhythmically into her pussy. Nora’s breasts by then had slipped out from the top of her dress, jiggling with each movement. In the mirror’s reflection — her half-lidded eyes, dishevelled hair and dress, bent over at a hard angle over a sink — she saw a different woman entirely, one she barely recognised.

“I knew you were a whore the moment I saw you,” the man muttered as he fucked her hard against the sink. “You looked like you could use a good, hard fuck to put you in your place.”

Nora nodded and whimpered, spreading her legs as far as her stretched out thong around her ankles would allow her. “Cum inside me… p-please…”

She wanted it so badly, her pussy clutching at his cock every time he pulled out, her wailing moans bouncing off the bathroom walls. The whole bar could probably hear her, she thought with electrifying anticipation, glancing over at the door for someone to come in and line up and use her like the fuckdoll she so badly wanted to be.

With several rough thrusts and a grunt, the man finished inside her, pulling out all too soon to leave her feeling empty. She felt the trickle of something warm down her inner thighs. Her breaths were heaving as she glanced up at him in the reflection, her gaze dazed and horny still — she’d wanted more.

A sudden commotion of sound startled her. To her right, several men had bust in through the bathroom door, their jeans and trousers taut with bulges. They’d come in already knowing what to expect. Nora laughed breathily, wiggling her ass to invite them.

Without hesitation, one of them unbuckled his belt and lined himself up behind her, stuffing his cock into her pussy without introduction. She yelped — he was bigger than the last — and clutched at the sink as the fucking began again. In the mirror, she saw the other men jerking themselves off or palming their cocks, lined up behind her to fuck her next. Some ignored the line altogether, taking out their phones to take pictures and videos, and one man came up, grabbed her hand, and used it to jerk himself off. Soon she felt hot sticky cum spill at her pussy’s entrance, quickly followed by yet another cock eagerly shoving in and pounding her mercilessly.

Someone picked her up and repositioned her on the bathroom floor — pussy full and mouth occupied with the first man’s cum-covered cock. She wasn’t sure what to do with the cock in her mouth at first, but the man was eager to fuck her face regardless, cock sliding against her tongue and poking against the back of her throat. They made sure to make use of her hands, too, and took the liberty to cum on any conceivable place on her body — her face, tits, ass, down the back of her dress. Her orgasms came one after the other, until she was barely conscious, barely aware of the changes in position as they used her new, perfect body the way it was meant to be used.

Nora had never done anal before, but the first cock to slip into her — slick with what must have been her spit and pussy juices — left her gasping for breath at the fullness, as she backed up against the thrusts to feel more, as she moaned and muttered curses and begged the next guy to do the same. The praises the men gave her were half the fun — good girl, your pussy feels so fucking tight, that’s a good slut — and she was eager to earn each and every one of them. Nora was all too happy to comply, occupying her body with as much cock as she could manage. Each man had fucked her at least two or three times over, and at one point she was so full of cock in her mouth, pussy and ass that she came several times, every part of her brainless, air-headed body throbbing and aching with pleasure.

Eventually there was only one guy left — the bar owner, presumably — fucking her mouth, then demanding her to lie back and spread her cum-coated thighs for him.

“Just promise you’ll cum inside?” Nora asked, her voice almost wispy from being used all night to wail and moan.

The owner fucked her wordlessly, using her tits as handles as he picked up the speed of his thrusts. With the last few, squelching thrusts, he groaned, pulling his cock out slowly to reveal a trail of cum. Nora moaned, rubbing her clit tiredly and hoping maybe, he’d be up for another round.

He gave her swollen tits one last, hard squeeze, and got up. “It’s closing time. But feel free to come back tomorrow. Sluts like you are good for business.”

Nora giggled, albeit in an exhausted, almost extinguished way. “Will I get free drinks?”

“Depends on how many guys you bring in.”

She hummed, so tired she could pass out on the bathroom floor like this. She got up, the bathroom now empty, but the floor soaked with puddles of cum and sweat. Her dress was torn, and her hair was sticky and tangled. She cleaned herself up as much as she could and left the bar, wobbling in her heels. There was cum all over her, between her tits and streaming down her thighs. She could barely muster the energy to giggle when the bar manager slapped her ass on the way out.

It was almost three a.m. by the time she got back to her apartment. It looked jarringly foreign to her — the Nora who lived here was someone else entirely. She stripped her clothes off completely and stared at her reflection in the mirror — her swollen tits perky and covered in smears of cum, her long blond hair roughed up, and her thick lips pink and lipstick-smeared. Seeing herself like this almost turned her on again, though her pussy was sore and too tired out to orgasm just yet. She hopped into the shower and cleaned herself off, running her hands over her new body with an overwhelming sense of euphoria. She’d never felt this alive before.

The necklace would stay, she decided.

Nora went to bed, and had the best sleep of her life.


Author's Note

Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this erotic short, please consider leaving me a review with your thoughts.

More to come soon!
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